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Mirror, Mirror on the wall... 


Author's Notes: 

Plot bunnies appeared in my head after | watched that YouTube footage of one of their live performances 
where Whiplasher holds a mirror on stage to allow Cat to check himself out (htHps://www:youtube.com/watch? 
v=jabMORJTOgs - the sound on the recording is terrible but whatever), some interviews where Whip said that 
their young guitarist would spend two hours in front of the mirror to do his hair and make-up and also some 


random comments | read on the Deathstars photo inspiration thread on this site. 


Whiplasher was in a slightly bad mood after the concert. He was tired since the start of the week without any 
specific reason. The sound at the venue during the gig was rotten, even if the sound check had been done 
properly, and to make it worse, the air-conditioning wasn't working well so they had been dying from the heat 
onstage. The singer had had it for the night. He didn't want to hang around backstage and be nice to fans and 
groupies so he left and jumped in the first taxi he could find together with Skinny, who felt obliged to follow 
him back to the hotel to make sure he wouldn't do anything completely stupid, which was quite likely when the 
singer was fed up and not thinking straight. When they arrived at the hotel, Whip went straight to his room 
and took a shower, a scolding hot shower that left his skin tingling and bright pink. Then he put on a clean pair 


of boxers and collapsed on the couch. Now he just needed a lot of alcohol and maybe some coke, and more 


importantly, he needed Cat. Yet, he knew it was too early. 


He tried to distract himself by checking what was on television but there was nothing interesting. Still he left 
it on and continued to watch whatever program was being shown to have a background sound. He was 


switching channels every so often when an add would start. 


After what seemed like an eternity, Whip checked the clock on the iPod station that was installed on the 
nightstand. It was a few minutes past midnight. 


He turned off the tv, got up from the couch and started pacing around his bedroom with a half empty glass 
in one hand and a cigarette in the other. Where was that little fucker by the way? He told Cat to meet him in 
his room at midnight. Whip had left the venue with the bassist right after the gig, leaving the other three to 
their after show partying. He didn't mind letting them have their fun as much as they wanted but Cat knew 
that he had a private party to attend and it was scheduled at midnight in Whip's room. So why was he late? 


He tried Cats cell but he wouldn't pick up his phone, of course, so the singer decided to call Nightmare to see 
if he knew about the other guitarists whereabouts, hoping that they were on their way back to the hotel 
together. 


"He's here, | mean, he came back to the hotel with us, a little while ago," Nightmare informed him sounding 


sleepily drunk 
Now Whip was wondering what was going on. 
"Which room is he in?" he asked. 


‘Oh, that.. Don't know. He was with a girl. So probably busy. What do you need him for right now anyway?," the 
guitarist asked. 


"None of your fucking business." 


Whip hung up on his bandmate and threw his cell phone on the couch. The device happily bounced up and down 
onto the sofa cushions, nullifying the normally satisfying effect of throwing things around when angry. He 
shook his head. He couldn't believe it. His boyfriend was late because he was fucking a groupie apparently. That 


was far from being a good excuse for showing up late. 


Nobody knew about their relationship. For the rest of the band and their management, their onstage kissing and 
groping antics were for fun and shock factor and to get the crowd, especially their female fans, excited. It 
worked, so everyone was more than happy that these two seemed to enjoy the little masquerade and would 
regularly make a show of themselves at public appearances and in front of cameras. Besides, all of them were 


still enjoying their rockers lifestyle and the groupies so all was fine. 


Behind closed doors, however, Whip was sickly in love with Cat. It had started as a little game to tease the 


audience at their concerts but the very first time that Whip kissed Cat, pushing him on his knees in front of 
him and bending down to reach his mouth, he knew it had been a big mistake. It was just a kiss, putting his 
mouth against somebody else's, but something in the way Cat looked at him as he did it and the way the 
guitarist kissed back, which Whip hadn't expected, almost made him forget they were live and on a stage in 
front of people. That young pretty boy stole Whip's heart right there on that stage that night and the kid 
didn't even realize he did so. Fast forward almost a year later. By now, the guitarist knew what Whip felt for 
him and he didn't seem to mind. He indulged in his singer's fantasies most of the time. However, Whip was 
getting more and more desperate about his situation with their youngest band member because he could 
clearly see that Cat was not involved in the same way as he was. The younger man was all about lust and sex 
and that's why he was conveniently letting Whip get away with whatever he wanted to do to him. The singer 
had tried to reign in his feelings and keep it a casual sex thing but it was impossible. He had fallen for the 19- 
year old boy and he didn't know what to do about it. All he knew was that he couldn't quite stay away from 
him too long, on or off stage. He had no clue how he would handle the situation once they'd be back home at 


the end of this leg of the tour, in two months, but for the moment, he didn't want to think about it. 


The no-show that Cat was pulling on him tonight was unusual. Like for the other band members, fucking girls 
was allowed for Cat, as long as the time he was spending with groupies wasn't overlapping with their planned 


secret encounters. This was their rule and Cat had been accommodating so far. 


They had been on the bus for over a week, changing cities every night, and they'll be again on the road for 
another nine days after tonight, so Whip definitely had hoped to make the most of this night where they could 
enjoy bedroom privacy and a comfy king size bed. 


Finally, almost an hour later than foreseen, Whip heard a knock on his bedroom door. He jumped out of his seat 
to walk across the room and open the door. Cat was standing right in front of him, still wearing his sweaty 
stage clothes which had dried off by now, hair more disheveled than at the end of the concert, if that was 
even possible, but still styled straight and mostly over his eyes. 

"Where the fuck were you?," Whip hissed as he let him in. 


"Just hanging around.. | didn't pay attention to the time," Cat slurred in an exaggerated fashion while walking 
slowly towards the minibar and dropping his leather jacket on the floor. 


He had surely been drinking but he was not that drunk, Whip thought. He sounded too normal for that. He 
would usually giggle way more if he were hammered. He was probably just trying to make him believe that 
booze was to blame for his late arrival. 

"You're one hour late and | know you were with a girl. Nightmare told me when | called him." 


Cat turned around and noticed the anger all over Whip's face. 


"So what?," he said to the singer. "Cat can have pussy, right?," he said with a smirk 


"Sure, on the side, but I'm still your main dish," Whip reminded him crossing his arm over his chest. 
Cat didn't seem impressed by the singer's remark and he smiled at his bandmate. 


‘lm still hungry," he said taking a sip from the whisky bottle. "And thirsty too. I'll go take a shower first," he 
continued as he moved towards the bathroom with the bottle in his hand. 


"No time for that," Whip said with an aggravated tone. 
He took the bottle out of the guitarists hand and grabbed Cat's arm in order to pull him close to him. 
"What did you do with her?" 

"Why," Cat asked with a coy smile although he knew very well why Whip was asking. 

"You know why’ 


Whip didn't want to taste a girl on Cat's lips, and since he wasn't allowing him to shower right now, the singer 


hoped that Cat had just fucked her and hadn't put his mouth in-between her legs. 
“I'm waiting, Cat," the singer said while tightening his grip on the guitarists thin forearm. 


"Relax, | just fucked her. Twice, with protection Happy? My mouth's all yours tonight," Cat said in a seductive 


way to try to appease his jealous lover. 


The guitarist felt the grip on his arm loosen and he took advantage of that to curl up against Whip's chest and 


slide his arms around his waist. 


"Your mouth is always mine," Whip reminded him as he squeezed him tight. “Tonight and any other night," he 
said before planting a long and deep kiss on the guitarist's mouth. 


He wished Cat would have rushed back to the hotel with him right after the show. He could have licked the 
fresh sweat off Cat's body when they would have been in the car. He loved to see the younger guy soaked on 
stage, his clothes clinging to his slender body. At some point during their concerts, he would get rid of his 
shirt and all the singer could see was Cat's chest and stomach, shoulders and back shining and wet under the 


stage lights. Whip was hoping to make him sweat some more in a few minutes. 


As exasperating as Cat could be, and Whip was pretty much aware that he was doing it on purpose to annoy 
him and turn him on at the same time, the singer couldn't rationally think when they started like this, kissing 
and holding each other, his hands wandering over the smaller guy's body. The singer was tired and impatient 
and he wasn't feeling like fighting or arguing with Cat so he decided he wouldn't say anything further about 
him showing up late tonight and having made him wait. Whip would refuse to admit it but he was worth the 
wait. The guitarist was so gorgeous. It wasn't fair. How could Whip resist him? 


Whip broke their kiss and pulled Cat's t-shirt over his head. 


"What did she look like?," Whip asked trying to sound casual about the groupie but already fearing that he was 
failing at it. 


He didn't want to sound like a desperate jealous boyfriend but he probably was. 
Before answering, Cat disentangled himself from the singer's grasp and turned around, leaning his back against 
Whip's chest and grinding his ass over the singer's crotch. That's when he noticed the full length mirror in 


front of them. 


"She was pretty. Brunette, long wavy hair, as tall as me.. Nice boobs, nice little ass..," he answered almost 


absent-mindedly, unable to stop watching his reflection 


Whip noticed the fact that his guitarist was admiring himself. He was still holding him, one hand on his flat 
stomach and the other on his hip. 


"Was she as good looking as you are?," the singer asked 
"Different but.. Nah.. And not your style anyway: 

"How do you know what my style is?" 

Cat burst out laughing at the question 


‘lm your style," he said with that arrogant confidence while brushing his fingers over his own chest and 


nipples. 
Whip sighed, silently acknowledging that the younger man was right and that since the moment he had 
recruited him in the band, he was not really attracted that much to girls anymore, unless they were stick thin 


and with black straight hair to their shoulders. 


Whip moved his right hand to Cat's belt and used all his dexterity to undo it with one hand only and then 
proceeded to unzip his tight jeans. 


"How do you want me?," Cat asked as he titled and turned his head around to finally look at Whip. 


"Like this. In front of the mirror,” he said as he pushed Cat's jeans down and reached inside his underwear. 


"You're hard for me already," he cooed in his ear. 


"You sure? Maybe its just looking at myself that did the trick" 


"Can you be even more narcissistic?," the singer whispered before starting to lick and bite the side of the 
guitarists neck. 


"You love it.. | can feel it," he said as he moved his hand behind him and reached for Whip's crotch which was 
pushing against the back of his upper thigh. 


The singer moaned at the touch of the guitarist. 
"Get rid of your clothes, now," Whip instructed. 


Cat turned to face him and gave him a defiant look, as if to say he didn't like the tone he used, but eventually 
complied and undressed. He only had to take off his shoes and socks. His jeans were already halfway down his 
legs. He pushed down his underwear too and stepped out of them, then turned back towards Whip who had 
taken off his boxers in the meantime. Cat moved his hands around Whip's neck and pulled him into a kiss. He 
knew the singer liked to play with his labret ring so he invited him to nibble and bite at his lower lip. The 
singer gladly took up the offer and let his hands slide down Cat's back all the way to his ass while grinding 
against him. When he was satisfied with this kissing foreplay, Whip spun the guitarist around, pressing himself 
against his back and stepping a little on the right to ensure they were right in front of the mirror. 


Whip had a big grin on his face at the sight of his arms and hands circling around the slimmer man. Cat was 


enjoying to watch himself too, obviously, but wondered what was next. 
"You gonna fuck me like this? Standing?,” he asked looking a bit puzzled at Whip's reflection in front of him. 
"No yet, my pretty sleazy thing. I'm gonna get you all worked up for me first," Whip teased him. 


As he said that, he licked the palm of his right hand and grabbed Cat's cock. He gave it a gentle pull and closed 
his fingers around it, starting to move his hand up and down with slow movements. He would have normally 
looked at what he was doing but because of the mirror, he was now in a perfect position not only to see what 
he was doing to Cat but also to look at Cat's face and reactions all at the same time. And of course, the young 
guitarist realized it immediately and he couldn't stop looking at the image that the polished surface was 
reflecting. 


Shit... This is so hot," he commented appreciatively. 


Cat wasn't sure what was actually so hot. Was it the fact he could see himself fully exposed and getting a 
hand job? Was it the hand job itself? He had to admit that Whip was pretty good at that. Or maybe what was 
hotter than all this was to see the excitation in the singer's eyes. It was voyeurism and exhibitionism at the 
same time, and he was the center of attention of both. He couldn't deny this was a major turn-on for his 


selfish pleasure. 


Cat moved one arm up, stretching his body lasciviously, and reached back to caress the singer's neck. Whip's 
hand was moving expertly on Cat's length, down to his balls and then up, playing with the head of his cock and 


rubbing its slit with more and more pressure. 
"Faster, Whip... | wanna come.. | wanna see it.." 
"No way, not so soon," Whip said as he stopped his hand. 


The look on Cat's face was a mix of surprise and fury but before he could say anything, the singer moved him 


around and pushed him on the bed before climbing up right behind him. 


"You'll come with me, when | fuck you," Whip told him. "And you can check us out in the process right there," 
he added, pointing in front of them. 


The guitarist was disappointed that he had to wait a little more for his gratification but he would acknowledge 
that Whip was a good lover and the prospect of seeing himself being fucked by Whip was a nice little extra 


Cat was sitting on his knees and looked behind him. He saw Whip getting the lube from the bedside table 
drawer. The singer pushed on Cat's shoulders to make him bend forward and present his cute little ass to him. 
He coated two fingers and slowly pushed one inside the guitarists tight hole. 


| bet your little brunette of earlier didn't do that.” 
"She would have if | asked her," Cat replied dryly. 


He was trying to hide the pleasure he was already getting from the finger work of the singer but couldn't hold 


on for very long. 


“Stop being a bitch, Cat.. l'm sure she wouldn't know how to do this..," he said as he poked the guitarists 
prostate. 


"Oh, fuck, yes." Cat moaned, unable to hide how good the singer made him feel right that moment. 

Whip smiled and continued before pushing his second finger and using both to brush on Cat's sensitive inner 
spot, which earned him more moaning and purring from the younger guitarist. The singer then looked up and 
saw himself behind Cat in the mirror, with Cat's ass perked up and his head a little lower, tilted on the side 
with his mouth half open. 

"You're quite a picture like this, Cat.. Wow." 

Cat glanced up as well and smiled at what he saw. He felt the fingers getting out of him and saw Whip grinning 
widely behind him. The singer's hands gripped his hips tightly and Cat exhaled a loud sigh as the cold lubed up 


cock pushed into his entrance. 


The singer thrusted slowly a few times, enjoying the feeling but also the view he had right below him and in 


front, from a different angle. He moved one of his hand over Cat's back, caressing the soft skin all the way up 


to the nape of his neck He clenched a fistful of Cat's hair and tugged his head back a little. 
"Whip, fuck.. Look at me," Cat said as he stared at their reflection. 


The singer should have been a little offended that Cat didn't say that he should look at them, but truthfully, 
seeing the image in the mirror, he had to confess that he was only focusing on Cat's thin body that moved in 
sync with each of his thrust. Whip was going a little faster, encouraged by the guitarist's panting and writhing 
as he was pushing deeper and hitting Cat's sweet spot. He was also getting off from the looks that the 
younger man was giving him (or himself?) in the mirror. The singer was getting close and he let go of Cat's 


hair and slid his hand under the guitarist body, to start pumping his cock. 

"Whip, a little more.. Harder.. Faster..." Cat begged to finally get the release he had been waiting for. 
"More fucking or more jerking?," Whip asked between pants. 

"Bothl,” Cat yelled. 

"Such a high maintenance bitch," the singer heaved. 

But of course, Whip did so to please his younger lover. 


"Oh, yeah!.. Yes. God.. So.. Fucking.. Good..," the guitarist let out, his voice fading as he gasped and reached his 


climax, eyes riveted on the mirror. 


Whip couldn't hold any longer either and groaned as he exploded inside Cat. After riding blissfully through his 
orgasm with a few final and slower moves, he did his best not to collapse over the breakable-looking guitarist 


when he pulled out. 


Cat rolled on his back. He was lying on the bed upside down, with his feet over the pillows, catching his breath. 
The singer rolled on his side, letting one hand lazily stroke the guitarists belly. 


"And don't tell me this wasn't the best fuck of the three you've had tonight," Whip uttered as he tugged a 
little on Cat's bellybutton piercing. 


Cat smiled and looked at him. 
"This one was definitely the best of the three.. And probably the best since a while." he admitted. 


The guitarist stayed a few more minutes on the bed lost in his thoughts before getting up and going for a 
shower. When he returned to the bedroom, wearing nothing, he joined Whip who was lounging on the bed and 
smoking. The singer gave him his cigarette and took a new one for him. Cat tucked himself against the pillows 


and the padded headboard, next to Whip. He looked one last time at his reflection, on the wall opposite to the 


bed. 
"What are you thinking about?," the singer asked him. 


"I wish | had a twin brother," Cat said. "We could do it and | would know what it is to fuck someone as pretty 


as | am." 


"Oh, shit, Cat.. You're really a hopelessly vain slut," Whip concluded before pulling his bandmate closer for a 
kiss. 


